;S                The Story of the Winged-S
sharp turn and a rough side landing, wiping out the
landing gear and propeller and damaging several other
parts of the plane. My mechanic and I received numer-
ous bruises, but needed no assistance to get out of the
ship. Nevertheless, my mechanic was sent to a hospital,
while I went away to Finland for a few days of rest,
leaving instructions to have the plane repaired as
quickly as possible.
During my absence my men accomplished a miracle
and by working day and night repaired the badly
damaged plane in four days. This proved to be a
disappointment to some of my competitors who ex-
pected that I was down and out. When I returned I
found that the plane was again ready to fly. However,
new difficulties appeared ahead. In view of the serious-
ness of the repairs and the possibility that some of the
characteristics of the plane might have been changed,
the management of the meet decided that I must repeat
every test flight. There was less than one month left
and the weather, often bad in Petrograd in September,
made it difficult to pick out good days to show the really
high performance of the ship. Still worse was the situa-
tion with respect to the ploughed field. My competi-
tors, with their lighter machines, had made the test
during the nice dry days of August. But the long rains
of September transformed it into a muddy swamp. As
time went on, the clear days were few, the weather was
cold with much rain and the ploughed field remained
in hopelessly bad shape for my heavy, fast plane.
The military airport on which the competition took
place was situated some ten miles from my home. In
order not to miss any flying weather, I decided to move
to the airport. A small stove and a couple of windows